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rebels are in a panic, and the best general in the world can't stop a
panic. He can't turn rabbits into men, and up to now the rebels
have behaved like rabbits ! " He turned to me. " What do you
think, Mr. Wiswell ? "
I looked over my shoulder at the rebel regiments advancing along
the upper road. By now they were so close I could make out their
features. Their muskets were cocked every which way over their
shoulders. Most of them were in shirt-sleeves, their coats tied around
their waists by1 the sleeves or fastened to their belts. Instead of facing-
to the front as they marched, every last one was peering white-eyed
down the hill towards the scarlet regiments moving smoothly upwards
as if on parade.
Washington and the blue-clad officers with him were moving their
horses back and forth across the upper road, so that the running
rebels dodged to one side and then to the other, as hens scatter to
elude a farmer's wife. We could see Washington leaning over to
speak to the running men ; but not one stopped to listen.
Stedman looked dubious. " Perhaps we ought to get out of here,"
he said. " What if Mr. Gruger's caught between Howe's troops and
those rebel regiments ? "
" Pve got to stay," I told him. " If this is the end of the war, I
couldn't ask for a better place to see it, and it'll be useful to me. You
and Mr, Gruger go and leave me here."
Cruger only smiled ; so there we stayed.
Washington and his officers, unable to halt the throng of men
that poured upward from the lower road, gave up the attempt and
cantered in a body to meet the advancing rebel regiments, and we
found ourselves almost at the centre of a singular tangle of move-
ments. All around us, still, were wild-eyed, white-faced rebel soldiers
running through the orchard towards the safety of the upper road.
Half-way up the hillslope the long red line of Howe's regiments moved
inexorably on. Just above us, on the upper road, the rebel regiments
straggled^ north, while Washington and his staff hurried to meet them.
We heard Washington shouting in a flat, high-pitched voice that
must have been audible to all those marching men, " Get behind the
walls ! Get behind the walls ! "
In the very moment of his shouting we saw something we could
hardly believe we were seeing, even though it was as clear to our
eyes as though it happened on the palms of our hands. Those three
marching rebel regiments seemed to explode, and, in the exploding,
to dissolve. It was as though the long lines of marching men had
turned to smoke ; had gone swirling and drifting in tottered wisps
into the groves and meadows on either side of the upper road. Almost
they seemed to be driven and whirled by gusts that travelled before